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china pussy-cat which Crummie had given her, and which now
fell over sideways as she jerked her arm from the mantelpiece.
But she wasn't the daughter of Geard of Glastonbury for nothing.
Incontinently she rushed straight to his side.
"You're unhappy, Owen; you're ill; you're hurt. Something
horrible's troubling you."
He pushed her arms away. He lurched to his feet. He bent
down and picked up his  bowler hat which was lying  on its
smooth crown, its dirty interior uppermost. "It's nearly sunset,"
he muttered. "If I don't go now I'll never go."
"Where are you going, Owen?"
He looked at her wildly. "Well! he must be stopped, mustn't
he? It's one thing or the other, isn't it?"
"What are you talking about, Owen? Are you crazy?"
"Oh,    nothing . . . nothing . . . nothing . . . nothing!"   he
muttered. "You don't want to see me in the dock, do you? In
the dock, woman!" These last words came from him with a
wild shout.
Cordy glanced at the brown blinds which were bulging a
little. There was a wind blowing up. She went to the door leading
into the passage, locked it, and placed her back against it. "You
don't leave this room, Owen," she gasped.
He was now buttoning up his black overcoat. His hat was on
his head, pressed down so low over his eyes that his eyebrows
were invisible. This produced a most curious effect as he glared
at her from under its shadow. But an unexpected change of mood
came upon him. He began wheedling and coaxing and imploring.
"It's only a little way . . . just up the hill . . . it's necessary
too ... necessary . . . very necessary . . . Please move,
Cordy, and let me go. ... You'll be sorry if you don't. . . .
You won't forgive yourself * afterwards ... if you don't." He
almost wept as he beseeched her. In his own mind just then to
stop a murder and to taste an appalling sweetness were motives
both lost in the wild necessity he was in to get out of this room!
But she kept her eyes upon him all the time and she now
noticed that he had begun casting a furtive, hurried, crafty look
at the window. Nothing indeed would have been easier for him
than to lift up that bulging blind and get out of that window!